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What honour3 with a pointless lance, he won,
Stuck in the front of a four-footed man;
What fame young Macareus obtained in fight,    605
Or dwell on Nessus, now returned from flight;
How prophet Mopsus not alone divined,
Whose valour equalled his foreseeing mind,

** Already Cseneus, with his conquering hand,
Had slaughtered five,, the boldest of their band; 610
Pyrachmus, Helymus, Antimachus,
Bromus the brave, and stronger Stiphelus ;
Their names I numbered, and remember well,
No trace remaining, by what wounds they fell.

"Latreus, the bulkiest of the double race,       615
Whom the spoiled arms of slain Halesus grace,
In years retaining still his youthful might,
Though his black hairs were interspersed with

white,

Betwixt the embattled ranks began to prance,
Proud of his helm, and Macedonian lance;          620

And rode the ring around, that either host
Might hear him, while he made this empty boast:
6 And from a strumpet shall we suffer shame ?
For Ceenis still, not Cseneus, is thy name ;
And still the native softness of thy kind              625

Prevails, and leaves the woman in thy mind,
Remember what thou wert; what price was paid
To change thy sex, to make thee not a maid;
And but a man in show; go card and spin,
And leave the business of the war to men."         630

" While thus the boaster exercised his pride,
The fatal spear of Cseneus reached his side ;
Just in the mixture of the kinds it ran,
Betwixt the nether breast5^ and upper man.
The monster, mad with rage, and stung with smart, 635
His lance directed at the hero's heart:

[So in folio, though " beast" is an obvious emendation.   ,